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THE DUKE AND THE WITCH.
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ETER PLUMPEKIN
and his wite were oz
poor as a couple of
church mice, apd both
were very much dis-

satisfied with their
poveriy, Tney had
pot even 2 wooden

shanty to live 1n, &0
they made themeelves

trunk of an enormous
oak tree, which stood
in the depth of 8 large forest Peter had
not learped & trade in his vouth, snd the
COnSPUOTCE WAS that now l'll‘.h:ld 1o huill_e
around to make a living for himsell and his
wife, as best he could. However, he was
the proud pronrictor of a very ﬁt_&e_ gun snd
an unusually elever dog, and with the aid
of these, old Plumpkin managed to shoot
enongh game to keep himsell and his wile

from starving. Every morning Peter went
fortl trom the hollow onk secompanied b_y
his fuithinl dog and his gunthrown over his
shoulder 10 hunt for his daily food.

Onemorning s he was just abcut to Jeave
his bone, Elizn, his wi e, stopped him.

“Look here, Peter,” ghe said, **I am get-
ting awindly tired ot living in thisola oak
tree. The hollow is almost oo small for
two people o move around in, and when
thut old cur of yours and that fun arein
there, too, the plice istoo crowded to give
» decent woman like mrself a chance to

breathe, Now, I want to give you a wira-
ins. ifthings don’t very soon change for
the botter. nnd vou cannot get s more Te
spectuble place for me to live in, Fou and I
liwve to part company. Iam tired of this,
I suv mgain, and 1 will not stand it any
19 there ;
l“zl‘-}fi‘ ];_ z::ul1[:L1:: etood !_K'r:nlt_'hinc lm'hend,
which was in a great whirl of perplexity.
ayon sre right, Eliza,” hereplied, it is

vory hard for us io beliving in a poky old
tree like that, where a man hasio have
bis hut and Lis boows off, before he can en-
Still 1 don't know what is to

ter the place.
be done 5t nresent, Lot ustry and do the best
we can until something turns up to betier
our posision."

Eliza promised him she would, and Peter
Plumpkin ealled his dog. Then he went
on hils wav ioto the forest. But while he

was walking along he kept thinking of

what his wife had told him. It werried
him a great deai, and he more than onee ut-
teced the wish that he might only get rich
like o mauy other people, While he was
thus engrossed in his thoughts be torgot all
sbout looking for any game, and had it not
been for his wateh ul dog, nobody knows
what might have bappened on that event-

ful dax. However, the dog suddenly set
up & very loud bark, swakening Peter from

his reverie. =

When lie looked aronnd Jor the cause of
the dog's cxcitement, he noticed 4 very
wetty little deer about 20 feet away irom
Lmn The animal did not make the least

witempt to run away. Not even when the
dog ran up to iy, did it try to get to ils
feet, but remuined quiet and passive in the
same place and position where Peter had
first seen it )

“H'm!" muttered Plumpkin, raising his
gun to Lis shonlder, “youn will be an easy
prey to my ball and powder, it you keep
quiet like that. Won't Eliza be glad when
1 bring ber home a deer, and she can em
vietitson !

But just at the moment when he had his
finger against the trigeer and he was about
to bang away at the animal, be was startled
br a voice shouting to him: *“Pat that gun
down
P'eter dropped it like » hot piece of iron,
while & sense of feur and trembling over-
camse him, which made him feel hot and

Peter Dircovers the Enchantod Princess.

cold sbout 20 times withio half a minute.
Still shaking from head 10 foot he looked
ground to fifld where thst commanding

voice might bhave come from, but
he saw nothing. Then he looked
nt the deer, and it occurred to him
thut the animal must have something to do
with thst voiee, He advanced toward the
deer, which all this time did not seem to
huave changoed even s0 much as a musele.
When I"eter had come elose enough he no-

ticed why the unimal did nol move, and his
astonishment war great, to say the least.
There the deer lay before hiw on a large
square stoue of granite. Its fect were each
inelosed in an iron band with a short chain
attuched to it, nod this chain was forged to
the granite. No wonder the animal could
potl mave.

0ld Plompkin was utterly bewildered and
he stood aghast for a minute, perfectly un-
able even to niter s word. However, before
be had an opportanity to give vent to his
jeelings of astonishment, benold, the deer
opened its mouth and began to talk.

“De not be surprised,” the animal said,
iyt seeing we in this position. 1 am Wanda
the bewitched Princess tram the land of In-
grobad, Let we tell you my story and I
fovl sure you will be sorry for me and help
me to get freed from this tortuous bondage.
When I was a huwan being, which is now
many years age, I was the most beautitul
girl you huve ever seen, In faet, the wise
mien at my fther's court eaid, there never
lived such a benutiful Princess befors in
sll the wide world. When I grew up the
nobles from far snd nenr came to our court
snd all of them fell in love with me. But
1 cared for none of thew. There was, how-
ever, a voung page bovin my tather's
retinue, who was very poor, still he was a
noble, baudsome youth, and bim 1 Joved
with all my heart. When my 1ather heard
of our attachment be stormed and raved for
a little while, but he soon reéalized that my
bappiness depended upon his cousent to my
marriaze with the pice boy. All arrange-
ments were made for « grand and splendid
wedding and everybody seemed as pleused
and delighted as I was myselt,

But slas! on the morning of the wedding
day a servant came to me and told me an old
1.&'1- was swaiting me in the park to present
me with an exquisite bouquet o/ Howers as s
weddiog gitt. I went inlc the park to meet
the old indy, but nosooner had 1 set my foot
joto the garden when half a dozen armed
soldiers jumped out of the bushes. They
jmmediately bound me, gagged me aud ear-
ried me away out of the town, I was un-
conseious uniil I arrived ai a castle, that be-
longed to & duke in my father’s kingdom,
who was the richest man in the jand. I had
always bated bim from my days of child.
hood, When I was in the castle the Duke
eawe to we aod he said: )

“Now, w’m“ will either marry me
or else go into ishment for the rest of

r daysl™
T Or course I refused, not only once, but s
E:ndml times. Atlast] was taken away

m the castle again, and I was led into the

home of an old witch. This womaa had the

a home in the hollow |

THE DISPATCH.]

| power to change people into animals. No
sooner was 1 in her house than she gave me
a draught of & very ulinr liquor.: From
the moment I swallowed it I selt my form
changed, and in about five minutes I looked
like a deer, Then I was brought here and
chained to this granite block, where I have
been eversinee, The Duke comes here once s
day and feeds me, He always asks me agaio
whether I am willing to marry him. That

is the only condition on which he promises
to liberate me., But I will sooner die than
consent.

“Now, I want you to assist me in getting
away [rom here, and your fortune shall be
| the reward I will make you.”

“Tell me what to do,” replied Peter
| Plumpkin, *‘and I'll do i.”

“The old witch,” said Wanda, “has a

draughi which will undo the effects of the

The Fate of the Witeh and the Wioked Duke,

liguor. It vou get that for me and 1 drink
it, I will be the same I used to be, Wanda
the beauntiful pincess."

Peter at once went away to search for the
homo of the old witch, After many days
of wandering throughout the forest he at
lust discovered & dilapidated shanty under
a copse of oak trees. Peter walked in with-
ont any fear, his faithful dog at his heels.
Luckily the witch was not in, and about
the first thing he noticed was a Iarge bottle
with a label attached to it, on which was
written: “This will restore Wanda's
beauty.”

Plumpkin grasped the bottle with all
possible eagerness, put it into his pocket
and ran out of the place. He hurried away
ss fast as he could, and.he never stopped
until he got back to the forest where the
princess was still chained as a deer. Peter
at once pulled the cork off the bottle and
poured the liguid down the deer’s throat.

What gratification wasdt to him when he
notieed how the animal was quickly traus-
formed into the besutiful Wanda again.
Peter lonked at the Princess in astonishment,
for he had pever seen any woman so beauti-
ful and lovely, The Princess at once shook
the chains from her limbs and with Peter
Plumpkin and his dog started at once for
her futher's eastie,

They arrived there in doe time, and the
rejoicangs at the court were so great they
dely all attempts at description. When
Wania told her story of the vicious Duke,
the King sent a number of soldiers to his
castle, who bronght him back a prisoner.
Then the witch was sent alter, and she was
also canght. When they had got to the
eastie the wedding festivities were starfed.
While evervbody was enjoying himself, the
Duke and the witch were in an iron eage in
the middle of the banquet hall After
Wanda and the page boy had been married,
the Duke and the witch were both killed.

Peter Plumpkin, his wile Eliza and the
dog bad 8 very good time a'ter that, be-
cause ther got & good reward from the
Princess and never lived in the old ocak
tree any more.

FORESHADOWED IN DREAMS,

Persons Whe Were Warned in Sloep of Ap-
preaching Tllnses,

Some writers admit that there is a type of
dream in which coming physieal disease or
aisaster is shadowed lorth—some bodily
sensation, perhaps to: slight 1o be noticed
by the subject when swake, yet contriving
to impress itself in some symbolic form on
the eleeping mind. The more striking in-
stance of this sort may serve to explain
how, in some lesser degree, certain symbols
are likely to attach themselvesto eertan
painful sensations or conditions, until at last
they are finally nceepled as mysterions pre-
sages of evil. Conrad Gresner, the eminent
naturalist, dreamed thut he was bitten on
the left side by & venomous serpent. Tn a
short time a very severe carbunele appeared
on the very spot, terminating his life in the
space of three duys,

Another scientific man dreamed of being
bitten by a black cat, also suffered in the
same way. A learned Jesuit saw, one night
in his sleep, a man laying his hand upon
his chest, who nonounced to him that he
would soon die. He was then 1n perfect
bealth, but was shorily after carried off by
a pulmonary disorder. A ladv, who had a
dream in which she saw all objects dim and
obscure ns by a mist, was soon stterward
attacked by a disease of the eye of which
that was a symptom. While many of onr
dreams may be traced to oceurrences outside
the body, but which affect the senses it is
believed that many o! these nnplt‘muut
dreams which are sometimes found to pre-
cede illness may be oocasioned by feelings
or gensations of which, in the ordinary wak-
ing state, we are unconscious. It is1n tkis

way that indigestion is so fruitful a cause of
unpleasant dreams.

AN UNSOLVED PROBLEM,

Why Do All Stage Benuties Exbibit a Ten.
dency to Become Stom?
Boston Herald. )

‘What is it about the stage that has sneh a
fattening inflnence on its divinities? T be-
lieve if & walking skeleton should get stage-
struck snd make the drama a profession, in
six months' time the said walking skeleton
wound be groaming over in convenient
adipose, and have to take to Baoting. These
stage stars who manage to keep their igures
lead a life of self-denial that must inter-
fere with half the joys of their
career. Caper and frisk as fatiguingly
as they may, exhaust themselves as
they do with “study,” the fact rolls up,
and lovely rounded contours disappear
beneath the billows. Tt is said that nothing
even in the line of mental fretand worry
can prevent this predisposed stoutness, and
that its remedy, starvation, causes worse
ills by impoverishing the bloed; in fact,
that bealthy flesh cannot be antagenized
with safety to the possessor thereol,

1f & dread of unshapeliness inspires ab.
stemious living, something is gained, but
it is hard lines for the butterflies of the
stage to forego champsagne and dainties in
the heyday of vouth., Better pass one's life
in a tricycle and dine on beefsteak and stale
bread, as the fair Lilliun Russell does, than
succuinh to physical grossness, or, better
yet, give up the magnetic flesh-making
stage.

Fire the Chinese Qut.
Judge,

The Chinese are coming in from Cubas,
lsnding as Spanish eitizens, If this coun-
try cannot make laws that will keep those
fellows out, can it not make guns ble
ofs x;ing off apd obliging them to do the
same

Spot Cash,
Puck.1

Reeder—A penny for your thonghts,
De Ru It'sa
8 ":Euzn”’ That is more than

THE THIRD DEGREE

How Inspector Byrnes Secared Two
Important Confessions,

A MODERN TORTURE CHAMBER.

One of the Shrewd Devices of New York's
Famous Detective,

WHY MRE. JONES CUNPESSED HIS GUILT.

TWRITTENX FOR THE DISPATCH.]

Among the manilold fine touches em-
ployed by Chief Inspector Byrnes in his de-
tective work, no touch shows the handiwork
of a great artist 5o markedly as the “work-
ing of the third degree.” To catch & thief
is one thing, to convict him is snother. A
thief may beset to catch s thief, but the
evidence of a turncoat evil doer is mot
always successful in convicting his prey.

In olden times the “third degree” was fre-
quently ealled into serviee to supply the
missing link in the chain of testimony, but
the methods of the inguisition and of the
torture bore the same relation to the In-
spector’s system that the eclub of 8 Zulu
warrior does’to the keen-edged stiletto of the
Corsican bandit. The one is vulgar and
savors of the shambles, The other, equully
cruel perhaps, is as refined as the stroke of &
surgeon’s lancet,

How is the “third degree” worked? The
methods are devious and vary with each
candidate. The master of ceremonies is &
master ol his mysterions art and scldom
fails to make the wnitiation a success. The
following incident will reyeal how the de-
gree was recently workpd:

Two men were mysteriously arresied not
long ago and taken to the marble headguar-
ters of the police department. One of the
prisoners was about to board an outward
buund travsatlantic steamer., His ticket had
been bought. His e had preceded
him, and be carried a large leather valise in
his hand. As his boot stepped upon the
gangplaak, a man of middle age, and fash-
10nably dressed, todched him on the shoul-
der. The would-be tourisi started, and, for
a moment only, turned pale.

HIS TRIP DELAYED.

“Mr. Frisbie Jones?"” observed the former
deferentially.

““Yes," replied the latter ﬂ:rﬂ!.

*‘1 want to see you a minute.”

“Can't wait, dear boy,” he replied affa-
bi_r‘; “My boat is sbout to sail, don't you
m "

““Never mind that," retarned the middle-
aged man reassuringly. ‘‘You are not go-
inf( to Europe on this steamer,”

lxo[li

“Nol"

“But my trunks!”

“Never mind them, I have ordered them
put ashore, and I want you to go up to
police headquarters with me.”

During s brief eonversation, the mid-
dle-nged man turced back the lapel of his
coat and displaved the badge of a detective
sergeant.

Mr. Jones' face became ghastly in its
pallor. Hissquare jaw dropped. His black
mustache drooped at the ende, and his low,
brond forehead was creased with wrinkles,
Without a word of remonstrunce, however,
he sllowed himself to be led by thearm to s
carriage, while another detective saw that
his trunk was placed on top of the vehicle,
and the trio was whirled in silence over the
cobble stones, throngh the narrow streets to
headguarters. Five minutes later Mr, Fris-
bie Jones was in a cell.

About the same time two broad-shouldered
detectives walked into the side door of a
West Side river front saloop, through the
barroom, out of the back door and intos
durk hallway. They ran up = pair of dingy
stairs and koocked at the door of & small
room &t the end of the hall. While they
were waiting for a reply, they heard & win-
dow raised. Without turther delay, they
burst the door in just in time to catch a
tall, loosely built man, in the e« tume of a
longshoreman and scrambling out of the
window on to the adjoining roof. In a
second he was back in the room with & pair
of handecufls on his wrista. It took the de-
tectives only a few minutes 10 convince the
crowd that had followed them upstairs that
it would be reckless for them to interfera
with the arrest, and they soon reached the
pavement in safety. On asigoal from the
officer, a carriage that had been standing on
the opposite side of the street was driven to
the curb and a quarter of an hour later the
second prisoner was 1n & cell at headquarters
ns far distant from that occupied by Mr,
Jones as the building would allow.

IN THE TORTURE CHAMBER.

The next morning at 9 o'clock Inspector
Byrnes sat in his equare room at police
headquarters. On his desk was piled 1 mnass
of letters and dispatehes, and printed de-
scriptions of thieves sent by ount-ol-town
officinls. He had listened to the reports of
his detectives, and given his orders for the
duy, and just before he n bis work at
the desk, bie ordered the middle-aged officer
who had made the arrest at the steamer, to
briong Mr. Frisbie Jones upstairs, give him
a chair a few fest distant from the desk, and
then take a seat at the further end of the
room and watch the prisoner until he was
relieved, Within ten minutes Mr, Jones
was reated by the Inspector's side,

The night's confinement and his anxiety
to learn the exact cause of his arrest had
told upon him. His face was a shade paler
than 1t was the day before, and his com-

re was clearly lorced. As he settled
imself in his chair, the Inspector gave him
arapid and comprehensive glance, tsking
in h's nestly combed hair, his eurled mus-
tache, his chin, collar, eravat, waistcoat,
trousers and boots—taking in everything
save the prisoner's eyes. Then, with a sat-
isfied nod, the Inspeetor turned to his mail
and was instantly absorbed in business,

Mr, Jones busied himself with reflestions,
Why had he been seat for? To be ques-
tioned, of course. But about what? Which
erime was he arrested for? What evidence
had they sgaivst him? Those were the
thoughts that peopled his brain and wrin-
kled his brow in thought., It was st least
halt an hour, thdugh it seemed to the pris-
oner twice that long, before the lnspector
looked up from his desk, and tapped a bell.
A detective appeared in answer.

“*Show the gentleman in!" be said,

A moment later s business man entered
and the Inspector retired to the further end
of the room and occupied another half hour
in consultation with him. He was lollowed
by other visitorz, Evidently the rontine
business of the officer, was being conducted
without mnv reference to Mr. Jones’ pres-
ence. So the time passed uotil 11 o’clock.
At this hour the Innmmr returned to his
desk and tapped the bell. To the detective
who appeared anorder was given inan
under-tone and & few minutes afterward
Mr. Brown crossed the threshold of the
Toom. )

A LITTLE BY-PLAY.

As he saw Mr. Jones his face turned a
sickly gray and he leaned against the wall
for support. The presence of Mr. Brown
nﬂ‘r.-ctecr Mr. Jones differently but no less
visibly, Hegrew white, bit " nervously at
his mustache, and great dropsol perspira-
tion stood out on his forehend. This inci-
dent had setcled his doubts. He now knew
why be had been arrested. There were only
two things more to be considered. What
evidence did they have against him? Would
his confederate confess? )

Mr. Brown was hurried from the room as
though his appesrance at that moment had
been s serious accident, aud was followed
into the an
remained &
mur of the wus walnnly heard by
the nervous Mr. Jones. en the Inspector
returned and bed seated himsell at his desk

o

voices

that his glance had been satistactory, the
Inspector hasuly left his desk, put on his
hat and coat and went out of the oﬁﬂa
leaving the middle-aged sergeanton g
during his absence,

It was 8 o’clock before he returned. Dur-
ing this time the office had been visited by
s score of men, someé on one errand, some
on another. The sergeant listened to their
complaints or auswered their questions, and
for & second time during the day Mr. Jones
and his arrest wers swallowed up in the
routine business of the husiest department
of the municipal police. Half a dozen
times Mr. Jones attenpted to to his
captor of the day before, but each time the
officer skillfully round some pretext to oc-
cupy his attention and prevent a reply.
The prisoner’s position was rapidly becom-
ing too irksome to be borne any longer. The
suspense was almost unbearable, He had
made up his mind that when the Inspector
returned he would speak to him at once and
learn the worst without further delay, but
when the Inspector did return, mme&iﬂx
h:.ppeneé to prevent the carrying out of his
plan,

THE PLOT WORKS.

Mr. Jones heard the tor several
minutes before he saw him, Ha heard the
sergeant at the desk in the outer room esll
him by name. He heard the I tor's
voice talking to the dozen persons who were
waiting there to see him,” For a few min-
utes there was silence, then he heard the
voice of his accomplice. At first it was low

then it rose as if in . The Inspentor’s
volee was soothing .:E reassuring, and was
the wvoice of & third per-

supplemented by
son, who apparently was acting as a peace-
maker. This continued for half an hour,
and during the last part of thut time Mr.
Brown was talking alove, save when he was
interrupted by an occasiousl question from
the Inspector. When the conversation was
ended the Inspector walked into the room
and ook his place at the desk. Befors look-
ipiup he drew trom & drawer several pawn
tickets, examined them critiesally, compared
them with a slip of paper he held in his
hand, and for the third time fixed his eves
on every portion of Mr. Jones's person ex-
cept_his eyes. Then with a third nod of
satisfaction he laid aside the tickets and be-
gun the perasal of his afternoon mail.

Ten minutes later, without a word of en-
couragement from the Inspector, Mr. Jones
had made & full end complete confession.
He had planned a robbery in a New En-
gland town. Ithad been successiully car-
ried out by his accomplice, and the returns
had been remunerative beyond his expecta
tions. The pair had separated after divid-
ing the spoils. Jouoes had intended to sail
lor Europe, snd did not know nor did he
enre where Brown had gone. His own ar-
rest had been a surprise, as he had left no
tracks ancovered, and the arrest of his con-
federate had been u still greater one. He
did not know what evidence there was
against him, and bhad it not been for the
confession of his accomplice he would have
braved the matter ont. Mr. Jones out of
consideration of his professional reputation
for nerve, desired the Inspector to clearly
understand this. But when “a poor, weak-
minded knave,” as he charscterized his late
lieutensnt, “gave him away and tried to
save himsell by

PEACHING ON A PAL,

he would give the whole snap away,” and
teil more—much more about that aud other
unlawiul depredations than the “‘snivelin
sneak” knew anything about, He wonlﬁ
put him behind the bars, no matter what his
own fate would be.

The Inspector listened attentively to the
confession, jotting down s few notes as to
dates and names, and when Mr, Jones had
finished, without giving him the slightest
assurance of nis prospects, he had him con-
ducted back to’ his eell. Then with an
expression of gratifiestion that bordered
on & smile and was accompanied by
a chuckle, he summoned & detective
and had Mr. Brown Dbrought into
his presence. Confronted with the confes
sion of his superior in crime, with many an
oath, the accomplice added his conlession
to the former's. Corroborating every es-
sential detail and painting the character of
his treacherous companion so blaek that ink
would have made a white mark on it. Then
he too was led away to & cell, put this time
he was placed in one adioining his fellow
prisoner.

For s few minutes after the door had been
closed and locked there was silence un-
broken save by the footfall of the turnkey
at the end of the corridor. After an effort
to control his .wrath Mr. Jones observed

savagely:
"Weﬁ. {on did play —, didn’t you?”
“Yes, did, you miserable sneak," re-

torted Mr. Brown unamiably,

*What did you weaken for?"

“I wenken?'' replied Mr. Brown with
sﬁcorn. “You're a lisr. You weakened

rst.”

“That'sa lie. I heard you tell the In-
spector in the ante-room.”

“You did, did yon? We never spoke of
this job. He was atking about a Hudson
river job of mine that was worked three
years ago, That was all. When I was
brought up stairs again yon had given the
job away. He was working the third de-
gree on you, and he did it to the queen's
taste,”’

“Welll” ejaculated Mr. Jones in tones
of the deepest disgust, *'I'li be hanged!”

“You ought to be,” replied Mr. Brown.

BEXJAMIN NORTHROP.,

ALL IN A WOED.

The One That He Used to Expross a Like-
neas for Home.
Youth's Companion. )

A Boston gentleman who has become rich
by many years of close application to busi-
ness was surprised ome day by a visit from
an old schoolmaste, of whom he had heard no
pews for half a lifetime. This man had
been living in a dozen different Western
Btates, it appeared, and his story was one of
constant financial trouble, s

But from his own showing, it was his im-
providence and restless fondness for change
which had been the canse of his difficulties.

"He had never stayed long enough in one

place to earn a home for his family.

At last, in an sccess of bomesickness, he
had come buck to Boston. His wife and
youngest child were staying with friends in
one of thesuburbs until bhe ocould look
about him a little. In short,he wanted work
in his old friend’s business.

The merchant replied that he was very
sorry there seemed to be no opening at pres-
ent, and urged upon the wanderer the ad-
visability of engaging in some occupation
at which he had already tried his hand.

“*You say you have n something of &
farmer,"” said he; **mow I should think it
would be a good plan for you to work np &
market en in this suburb where you
say vou areé staying. It’sa good business
if you push it well, and I should think that
in time you ecould manage to earn a home of
your own. There #s nothing so good for a
mup as to own bis own home."”

“You're right, sir,” answered Mr, Xe—,
rising. He saw that he was repufled, hut
his dignity was proof against it. " “Itis my
intention to settle down near n, and
make my home here. Asyou syy, there’s
nothing so pleasant for & man as owning his
home. I agree with your sentiments ex-
actly, I am myself a very homegeneous
man,”

A Bull-Frox Crawled Up His Back.
Philadelphis Record.]

As Captain Benjamin Roray was landing
from his vessel recently near Cedarville,
Cumberland county, N.J., an inquisitive
bull-frog explored the inside of the Cap-
tain’s puntaloon leg. Having ladies in his
company the Captain could not pursue the

quickest course to dislodge the frog, but in
his frantic flounderings he into a
mud-hole which forced mml‘.’....a,.ﬁ.,

frog up his back and out of his collar,

It's Better to be Clvil,

Judge.]

he opened a drawer and drew out a letter, :

bich Mr, Jones plainl ined The Rev. Mr. Pentecost saysif he were
Be hind written So his sccomplice, This he | visited by & burglar he would receivs him
carefully read and on his desk under | kindly, lot him take what he wanted, and
& paper :3‘& he turned to the | fnvite him to call . And hp wonld act
poen e el S e
“ﬂ a mmmmd uu.:gmw!m : .f
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ure of Pope Leo XIIIL
THE PRISONER OF THE VATICAN

Conceded by Prince Bismarck to be a
Great Statesman.

LEO'S LOVE AND RESPECT FOR AMERICA

ICORRESPONDENCE OF THE DISPATOH. |
RouEg, Beptember 9.—All eyes are just
now turning on the Vatican. All Enrope is
speculating as to the future of the old man
who now sits in the chair of Peter, the fisher-
man, and who loves to term himself the
“prisoner of the Vatican.”

There is a good deal of fermentation going
on in all the nationsof Europe. Bismarck,
Crispi, the Italian Priwe Minister, the
rather wesk head of the not oveér-reputable
Houss ot the Hapsburgs; the Czar ol-all the
Russias and the young Emperor of the Ger-
mans, not to mention the rulers of France,
England and Spain, have a good deal to
worry about.

And yet all of them sre keeping a very
sharp watch on the grayhaired, slender,
feeble old man who mearly dally walks in
the Vatican gardens meditating how all this
muddlie is to come out. Nor is there lack of
reason for watehing this man, whose posi-
tion is such that all Europe may at any time
willingly or unwillingly become embroiled
over him and what be elaims ss his right.
And all this is intensified by the fact that
itis generally conceded that as a master of
diplomacy and state crait Leo XIIL is the
peer of anyone in Europe, Bismarck, who
is not given to over admiration of opponents,
has freely conceded the great ability of the
present Pope asastatesman. And Bismarck
i no mean judge.

A very different man from PiusIX.is
Leo XIII. Trained in a different school,
possessing & temperament very different
trom hat of his predecessor, having an in-
tellect finer and more keen, aud having, too,
an ability to look forward into the iuture
and to fit his course to suit the greas of
thoughkt in and out of the Chu Leo has
been able to leave his mark on the public of
Europe in & no uncertain manner, and has
demonstrated that in many respects he is
among the greatest of the later Popes.

FOOLISH FLYING BUMORS,

Leo X1IL has long since the term
of three score and ten years, allotted by the
Psalmist for man to live, and is to-day, in
some respects, the most interesting figure in
Europe. Even now in the height of the en-
emtr:g Italian summer, when one feels
like doing as little as he can, even of talk-
ing, gossip is rife concerning this “‘prisoner
of the Vatican.”” Now we hear that be is to
leave Bowe, Again we learnthat he is not.
He is not to have a refuge on the Island of
Malta. He will be sheitered in England.
He will not go to England. He is to go to
Spain. He is not to go to Spain. He will
buy the prineipality of Monsco snd retire
there, He will do nothing of the sort. He
will go to the United States, He will not
go to the United States.

But aside from the political inlerest at-
tached to him, just now the Pope is receiv-

ing & good deal of attention for other
reasons. Pope is an old man.
Further than this he is of late
a  very feeble man. He is

still a Pope, every inch of him, and he is
still, as he always bas been since he has
been Pope, the master of his household, the
head of his Charch in fact as well as
name, and he still gives his personal atien-
tion to the duties of his important office.

Old though be is, there are eertain pomp-
ous ceremonies in which the Pope must from
time to time take part. But on the whole
his inner life i one of extreme simplicity.
It is thus that he wishes it to be. Increasin
years have brought a desire for rest m&
guiet. Beside, although Leo XIIT. hasall

is life been a man of action, and nearly
always in some imporfant executive or
diplomatic position, he is really by in-
clination a student, and wouid be, if he
could, somewhat of a recluse. So 118
the talk about the fact that he jsa “pris-
oner’” within the Vatican walls, I question
if Leo X1II would like anything better in
the evening of his life than his princely
seclusion in one of the finest ces in
the world, surrounded by every luxury, by
whut he still more hignly prizes, treasures
in art and literature from every land that
no living monarch could duplicate for love
or money.

A HARD DAY'S WOEE.

The dav’s work at the Vatican is a hard
one, and it begins early, Like Gladstone
the Pope is an early riser. In this hotsom-
mer weather the age und feebleness of the
Pontiff prevent him from doing as much
work as formerly. However, he 18 out of
bed long before 6 in the morning. Even as
early as6 the Pope may be seea by thosg
about the Papal household accompanied by
a private chamberlain and somé servants of
his household deseending into the Vatican
gardens, Here he walks and meditates,
and bere too he receives his Secrstary of
State and other Secreturies. Here, too,
other distinguished visitors are receiv
when not received in one ot the inner rooms
or in the Pope’s private library,

The Pope's morning walk over, and it
is usually made alone, his attendants, even
the Chamberlain, following at a respectful
distance, he returns through the wood,
mounting to his apartments by means of a
private staircase, Breakfast isa wg in-

0

significant matter with the present Pope,
who is, and alwavs has been, s singularly
sbstemious man. It is after this that the

Pope turns to business. He mnnsfu little
of his vast correspondence personally. The
task would be too great, for his mail is trom
all parts of the world and 1n all ianguages.
It is handled by secretaries, passed through
the hands of the Cardinals, who, to ise a
familiar term, form the Pope's Cabinet.
These are at the heads of the standing com-
mitiees in the Sacred College. The less
impartant matters are not bronght to the
attention of the Pope at all. Leo XIIL,,
however, has managed to keep very well
informed even as to the minor details of the
workings of the vast machine of which he
is the head. So when the Cardinnl Prefect
of the Propagands, or some other Cardinal
holding executive powers, report to the Pope
as to matters in their departments, they
sometimes find that be knows more about
them than they do themselves.

There is some of the work that the Pope
insists upon doing himsel, When ad-
dresses are sent to him from Catholic con-
fessors and conventions, he 1 many cases
insists npon dictating the replies to them
himself, The sume is the ease in preparing
his encyelieals. He is perfectly willing to
consult with the members of the Sacred
College coneerning the matter of these let-
ters, and sometimes he takes adviee from
them, but the matter of his public writings
is his own, .

A MAN WHO INSPIRES RESPECT.

_ Itis in his public receptions and in his
audiences with visitors that Leo XIII. ap-
peurs to the best advantage to the casual obe
server, He cannot give so much time now
to visitors as he lormerly did, as his physi-
cinns have ordered otherwise. But he still
receives & very large number of all creeds, 1
have yet to see either s Prowstantora
Catholic come from one of these andiences
unwilling to admit that Leo X1IL is an ex-
traordinary man. He must have been s
hindsowe man when he was young. He
certainly is a handsome old man. One for-
gets when he looks on the ealm, refined face,
:l:e no\;lle 1I;amd m: e?l:. slender !m;u of the
nerable Pope, w! er or not agrees
with him in r]:leiglmu matters. He sees be-
fore him the face of one whose life has cer-
taioly not been ill spept, o face that hos
been refined Ly
the im

cannot have been
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upin the motley thron
nees, you will see mi es from A
bearded like the pard. You will see Jesuits
from Japan and from Indis. You will meet
fat, seli-contented padres from Mexioo, or
mayhap stumble upon s bronzed priest fronf
the Upper Sasks or from
whlhudumn;ﬁnwtﬂlmmdp
looking, well-dressed

from the United

Keane, who is to be the head of the Catholie
University, a8 Washiogion, D. C., Arch-
bishop Ireland, of 8t. Paul, Minn., and

rm mrol' American . and
¢ hus not forgotien anything thut they have
told FREDERIC BANBURN,

$40 REWARD FOR HIS CAT.

Taka Wing, n Chlnese Actor, Mournlag for
the Losa of His Companion.
New York World.1

The heavy rainfall yesterday did not pre-
vent the posting of handbills in Chinese let-
ters on flaming red paper on all the walls
and doorposts in Chinatown. Transiated,
the notices read:

LOST, a:ar.lx or Evorzn,

§
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The extraordinary price offered for the
return of a single eat by a Chinaman who
is not vy wealthy attracted the
attention of a reporter, who called n
Taka Wing, the t Chinese female

nator. Mr. Wing was seated upon his

unk, mourning the loss of his pet feline.
H: had played the part of a woman so long
that be seemed to even the tender
nature of one, for he was in tears over the
loss of his cat. He was surrounded by a
host of other Chinese actors and fri
who tried to console him, but Wing woul
not be comforted.

“You see,” said Taks Wing, "'it has been
m> bosom Iriend and faithful companion. I
brought it over with me from China. It
was so affectionate and seemed to under-
stand the Chinese lingo so well that she
could almost sing it out in her sleep. When
she slept she followed g}y example, lying
sqmnly on her back. When 1 went on the
stuge last night I left the cat in the covk’s
care, but when I came back it was gone.
Perhaps it has followed your American
custom and eloped.”

Taka Wing’s eat was | pro-
vided for and had a daily menu as carefully
prepared as was that of her master.

SLIGHTLY SIMILAR.

The Difference Between Cane and Corn
Ruther Aptly Hlinstrated.

A traveler crossing Kansas saw for the
first time @ great field of sugar-eane, but
mistook it for Indian corn, which it some-
what resembles. Intending to be affable,
he said to an old farmer sitting near him in
the car:

““That’s a fine field of corn, sir.”

“Call it corn up your way, do yon?" was
the response.

“Why, isat it?"

“Well, it mought be corn, mebbe,” said
the farmer, with a slow smile. “If mought
be corn just as our old cat mought have
been a rabbit the time he got shot fur ome,”

“How's that?"

“Well, old Tom was licking his way
through the wood back of our house, one
dn{, as fast as he conld cut, and my son
Jake.was out with his gun, and shot hlm
down fur a rabbit. Whea we come to
Jake about it, he says, says he, ‘We l= 1
*low he mought have showed more ears.’”

The traveler laughed beartily as he
glanced aguin from the car-window at the
slender, enrless stalks of the sugar-cane,
:rdd:‘: laughed again as the farmer con-
cluded:

‘““An’ jest in the same way, str that
thur uﬂ‘e mought have boag eorn Ei It had
gnn%rind to show more ears.””

~ ARMY WoRMS ON THE MARCH,

The Sirange Sight That Interested a Group
of Grorgin Men.
Galnesville (Gs.) Eagle.
Qur attention was ealled a few days

to & group ol men and boys intently witoh-
ing something on the pavement imme.
diately in front of Z. T. Castleberry’s resi-
dence on Washington street. We joined
the party and saw what at first glance ap-
peared to be a snake 2 or or 3 feet long and
about the siza of a man's little finger. It
was moving slowly and did not appear to
notice those around it, us a real snake would
prubably have done. We were then re-
quested to look and examine the object
more closely, and on doing so found, to our
astonishment, that instead of being a solid
body it was of m of little
worms about an sighth of an ioch long and
about as thick as an ordi n,
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